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Chris Squire let out a peaceful sigh, his body comforted by the hot water around him. He looked to the other 


side, unaware. Unaware of what was about to happen next... 


The bassist let out a gasp as he felt some kind of.. thing stroke along his thigh. "What is that??" he yelped in 


his mind 


He glanced to the bottom and saw some sort of tentacle. It was small at first, but the mere sight of it made 
him shiver with unease. He watched with disdain as the tendril grew thicker and thicker, longer and longer. It 
wrapped around him next, holding his naked body in place. He writhed in the restraints of the tentacle as it 
multiplied and held him even tighter, spreading his legs apart. Chris whimpered as the tentacles held him, 
making his body slick and slippery with its goo. One of the particularly wet ones started to snake its way to his 
behind.. 


"Aaah- nnngh..!!"; Chris wailed as the tip of the tentacle just barely entered his hole. He cried out in pain as the 
thing pushed deeper and stretched him open with no preparation. His insides cried out too, but he felt a tinge 


of pleasure as he was touched deep. 


"Uuugh... gyaaah-!! No more- oohh!!!" All his words were taken away as the tentacle shoved itself particularly 
deep and hit a certain spot.. He didn't know how to react. Was he going to get off on this? What if the other 
band members find out? His mind faded to white as he was pounded from behind, not giving him any more 


time to think. 


The bassist's moans reverberated through the bathroom's walls as he shook in pleasure. His cock was getting 
harder with every thrust and he began to move his hips all he could, to get more of the tentacle inside of 
him. Another tendril entered his hole with almost no resistance. His face contorted with ecstasy as he was 


practically being milked. 


Chris leaked with precum as he felt his climax coming quickly- the tentacles pounded deeper and deeper, 
harder and harder. His moans became more lustful as he succumbed to his desires and let himself go. His mind 
was completely blank He couldn't think about anything besides how good it felt and how the tentacles were 


taking him. He almost fell oblivious to the knocks on the bathroom door, and the door creaking open.. 


Jon Anderson..?? 


The vocalist gasped and said, "..CHRIS! What are you doing?? We were so worried about you, do you know 
that?" All Chris could reply with was moans. 


"oouh.. Jon... is that you.? Aaagh, | can't think straight... I'm sorry..' 


Jon just stared at his bassist being fucked hard. In his bathtub. By tentacles. Honestly, he didn't know what to 
say. Chris did look quite pretty in his situation His face was red, flushed and sweating as his body was violated 
and he enjoyed it. 


".. Are you enjoying that, at least?" 


"aagh.. Yes..." 


"Well, once you're done with that, come downstairs. We've been waiting for ages, fish.” 


